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ADVERTISEMENT. 


,  This  trifle  is  committed  to  the  Press  with  every  possi¬ 
ble  sensation  of  gratitude  to  the  Public,  for  the  kind 
reception  it  experienced ;  yet  I  should  be  vainly  self-suf. 
ticient  were  I  not  principally  to  attribute  its  success  to  the 
natural  colouring  Mr.  Bannister,  jun.  gave  to  the 

BENEVOLENT  TAR. 

His  exertions  merit,  and  I  beg  his  reception  of,  my  warmest 
thanks.  Indeed,  I  am  considerably  indebted  to  every  per¬ 
former  concerned  in  it ;  but  singularly  so  to  Mr.  Reeve, 
for  the  simplicity  and  liveliness  of  his  Music. 

Mr.  Colman’s  liberality  is  proverbial,  and  to  acknow¬ 
ledge  it  were  unnecessary  ;  therefore,  avoiding  the  subject, 
I  submit  this  petit  production  to  the  Reader’s  perusal, 
without  further  preface  than  soliciting  him  to  consider  it  as 
among  the  early  efforts  of  a  Dramatic  Adventurer. 

THE  AUTHOR. 


N.  B,  The  lines  marked  with  inverted  Commas,  are 
omitted  in  the  representation. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Drury-Lane. 

The  Baron,  Mr.  Packer, 
Edmund,  Mr.  Dignum, 
Theodore,  Mr.  Trueman, 
Will  Steady,  Mr.  Bannister,  j00' 


Haymarket. 

Mr.  Aiken, 

Mr.  Dignum, 
Mr.  Barrymore, 
Mr.  Bannister,  j 


English,  Opera. 
Mr.  Rowbotham 
Mr.  Broadhurst. 
Mr.  Johnson. 

*  Mr.  Bartley. 


Page,  Miss  De  Camp, 

Sally,  Miss  Leak, 

Servants,  &c.  - 

SCENE. —  The  Baron’s 


Miss  Menage,  Miss  C.  Boden. 

Mrs.  Bland,  Mrs.  J.Weippert 

- -  Messrs.  Lodge 

and  Proud. 

Castle ,  and  Parts  adjacent. 


THE  PURSE; 


OR, 

BENEVOLENT  TAR. 


SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Baron’s  Castle. 


THEODORE. 

CURS’D  infatuation  ! — Madness  !  to  risk  so  vast  a 
sum  !  and  not  my  own  too  ! — Gaming  will  work  my  ruin. 
The  Baron’s  partiality  must  decrease  when  he  discovers 
the  embezzlement ! — against  his  return  must  my  accounts 
be  truly  stated — what’s  to  be  done? — how  to  look  him  in 
the  face,  I  know  not. 

Enter  Servant. 


SERVANT. 

The  Baron’s  just  arrived,  and  brought  with  him  his 
niece  Louisa. 

THEODORE. 

Arrived! — then  I’m  undone ;  (aside)  was  every  thing 
prepared  for  his  reception  ? 
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SERVANT. 

Yes,  every  thing. 

THEODORE. 

But  I  am  not  prepared — Distraction  !  (aside) 

SERVANT. 

His  first  inquiry  was  for  you  ;  it  seems  he  wishes  much 
to — but  he’s  here,  (looking  out ) 

THEODORE. 

He’ll  certainly  discover  my  agitation  ! — Deceit — Hypo¬ 
crisy  !  now  smooth  these  tell-tale  features  ! 

Enter  Baron  and  Page. 

BARON. 

What,  Boy  !  thou’rt  quite  fatigued? 

PAGE. 

Yes,  my  good  Lord,  as  tired  as  any  thing; — pray  an’t 
you  a  little  ? 

BARON. 

No,  Child ;  my  robuster  limbs  are  more  inured  to 
travel ;  but  attend  Louisa,  know  her  wishes,  and  then 
thou  may’st  have  rest. 

PAGE. 

Thank  you,  my  Lord. 

SERVANT  to  TAGE. 

Here’s  a  letter  for  you :  it  has  been  waiting  your 
return  these  three  days. 

PAGE. 

From  my  dear,  dear  mother!  (kisses  it)  but  I  must 
run  and  wait  upon  my  Lady  before  I  can  spare  time  to 
read  it  over.  [Exeunt  Page  and  Servant. 

baron. 


Theodore! 
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THEODORE. 

My  Lord  ! 

BARON. 

From  early  infancy,  as  far  as  nature  warranted,  I’ve 
acted  as  a  father  to  you;  and  since  the  unhappy  absence 
of  my  son,  you  in  a  measure  have  supplied  his  loss,  and 
found  a  fond  father  in  me :  e’en  this  very  castle  has  been 
little  less  subject  to  your  controul  than  mine. 

THEODORE. 

Sir ; — I — my  Lord  ! — what  means  he  ?  (aside.) 

BARON. 

I  have  received  convincing  proofs  of  gratitude  lor  this; 
— strict  probity  and  rectitude  have  mark’d  your  conduct. 

THEODORE. 

Does  he  suspect  me? — I’m  trembling  on  a  precipice! 
(aside) — my  Lord ! 

BARON. 

You  seem  confused — Worth  ever  shrinks  from  praise  ! 
Desert  has  often  too  much  diffidence — but  listen  to  me, 

THEODORE. 

Your  goodness  overpowers — I — 

BARON. 

I  know  your  heart,  honour  presides  there ;  and  merit, 
while  I’ve  power,  shall  ne’er  go  unrewarded;  — ’tis  now 
some  eight  years  since  my  son’ embark’d  from  hence; 
since  when,  not  the  least  intelligence  concerning  him  has 
reached  me;  with  many  a  bitter  pang  have  I  regretted 
him  . — have  fed  on  hope  till  my  soul  sicken’d  with  the 
flimsy  diet ;  and  now,  must  mourn  him,  swallowed  by 
the  merciless  waves,  or  the  victim  of  disease; — I  have 
long  admired  thy  virtues,  therefore  in  preference  to  rela¬ 
tives,  mean  to  adopt  thee  as  my  heir. 

THEODORE. 

Such  unlooked  for  generosity! — my  lord,  my  poor 

deserts — 
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BARON. 

Thou’rt  rich  in  worth — no  thanks — ’tis  my  firm  deter¬ 
mination  nay,  to  convince  you,  the  hand  design’d  for 
my  son— (excuse  a  sigh  to  his  lov’d  memory)— Louisa’s 
fondness  for  my  boy,  shall  be  transferr’d  to  thee.— {Going 
— returns)— But  hold— I  requested  your  accounts  might 
be  all  clear  by  my  return :  I  doubt  not  that  they  are  so— 
thou  see’st  my  journey  was  to  serve  thee— when  I’ve 
refresh’d,  we’ll  meet  again— I’d  have  all  clear,  know  the 
full  value  of  my  worldly  goods,  my  trusty  servants  well 
provided  for,  and  then — farewell,  Theodore,— be  punc¬ 
tual  an  hour  hence.  [Exit. 


THEODORE. 

Punctual!— distraction ! — torture!— Was  ever  so  fair 
a  prospect  blasted  in  the  bud  ! — if  I  confess  my  crime  ! — 
no  hopes,  I  fear,  of  pardon:  will  not  the  shew  of  ho¬ 
nesty,  with  which  I’ve  gloss’d  my  character,  add  the  dou¬ 
ble  guilt  of  duplicity  to  breach  of  trust?  Did  men  but 
anticipate  their  mental  torments  in  concealing  it,  no  one 
would  commence  villain.  My  time  is  short— how  to 
supply  the  deficiency '.—Friends  I’ve  none— save  him  I’ve 
injur’d— the  ruin’d  Duke  of  Sharpers,  like  the  dying 
stag,  is  shunn’d  by  his  own  herd: — I  can’t  reflect — and 
desperation  now  must  be  my  monitor  !  [Exit. 


SCENE  II. 

A  Wood,  with  a  distant  View  of  the  Castle. 

Enter  Edmund  and  Will  Steady. 

v. 

WILL  STEADY. 

Yeo,  oh!  your  honour!  here  we  are!  within  pistol 
shot  of  the  port;  let  me  alone  for  a  pilot:  I’ll  steer  you 
safe  into  the  harbour  of  happiness,  or  may  I  never  engage 
he  esteem  of  a  commander  again. 


' 
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EDMUND. 

Thou  hast  it — Fidelity  has  link’d  thee  to  me  by  the 
bonds  of  friendship;  our  intimacy  grew  in  the  hour  of 
misfortune,  and  prosperity  shall  never  wither  it.  Have 
you  fully  learnt  whether  the  Baron,  my  Father,  lives  ? 

WILL. 

Lives !  aye,  to  give  ms  good  cheer,  and  you  a  hearty 
welcome.  No  doubt  but  you’ll  hail  your  Louisa  too, 
ready  to  slip  her  cable  on  a  matrimonial  cruise,  to  reward 
you  for  all  past  perils. 


EDMUND. 

Perils  indeed !  little  did  I  imagine,  when  I  quitted 
England,  my  return  would  have  been  so  cruelly  re¬ 
tarded. 

WILL. 

Nor  I  either ;  an  eight  year’s  voyage  makes  salt  junk 
disrelishing ;  biscuits  breed,  and  gives  fresh  water  the 
scent  of  sour-crout. 

EDMUND. 

To  be  shipwreck’d  !— a  captive! 

WILL. 

Aye,  down  she  went!— our  messmates  buried  in  a 
watery  grave,  left  us  puffing  and  swimming  away  like  two 
Newfoundland  whelps  after  a  tar  barrel ;  to  be  taken  up 
by  a  kind  Castilian!— next  morning  an  Algerine  hove  in 
sight — 

EDMUND. 

And  captivity  was  the  consequence. 

WILL. 

Aye,  that  was  grievous ! — cut  me  to  the  heart,  damme! 
—a  British  sailor  loves  native  freedom  too  well,  ever  wiK 
lingly  to  let  a  foreigner  interfere  with  it. 

EDMUND. 

True,  William ;  and— 
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WILL. 

Had  but  a  few  score  of  our  countrymen  been  on  board, 
she’d  ne’er  ha’  yielded,  for  an  Englishman  never  strikes  his 
colours ,  while  lie’s  able  to  strike  another  stroke. 

EDMUND. 

But  the  Algerine's  force  was  superior. 

WILL. 

What  then  ?— there’s  but  little  honour  in  drubbing  an 
equal !  Gad  !  I  shall  never  forget  the  day !  they  made  a 
hot-bed  of  our  main  deck,  our  hammocks  were  all  in  a 
blaze ;  grape  shot  was  poured  in  at  our  port- holes,  and 
many  a  Aen-hearted  fellow  was  carried  to  the  cock-pit. 

EDMUND. 

Let  us  pursue  our  track.  If  my  Louisa  lives  and  is  but 
true  !— - 

WILL. 

Aye,  your  honour,  there’s  the  charm  on’t ;  if  my  little 
Sal,  my  pretty  pinnace  sails  but  in  smooth  water,  my 
heart’s  timbers  are  as  sound  as  ever ;  but  if  grief  has  shat¬ 
ter’d  her  hulk,  or  she’s  founder’d  in  a  hard  squall  of  ad- 
versity,  farewell  to  comfort ;  I’ll  hand  the  gold,  good- 
luck  has  given  me,  to  the  first  honest  heart  I  meet,  and 
away  to  sea  again;  for  T  can’t  enjoy  comfort  on  shore, 
without  Sal  shares  it  with  me. 

EDMUND. 

How  long  have  you  been  married  ? 

WILL. 

Eight  years,  and  a  handful  of  months.  Dear  girl  !  I 
left  her  just  after  we’d  launch’d  a  pledge  of  our  affection: 
we  were  poor,  so  I  set  sail  in  search  of  better  fortune  ;  — 
I  buss’d  her,— -my  heart  was  too  full  to  speak— -our  infant 
stretch’d  out  its  little  arms,  by  way  of  good  bye.-— Sal 
shed  an  ocean  of  tears— I  blubber’d  out  “  Heavens 
bless  ye,”— and  left  her  to  the  care  of  Providence  and 
the  wide  world  ever  since. 
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EDMUND. 

We  both,  William,  entertain  our  hopes  and  fears.  The 
life  and  constancy  of  Louisa,  are  my  harbingers  to  happi¬ 
ness,  while  yours  are  the  truth  and  existence  of  your  Saliy. 

WILL. 

As  for  her  truth,  your  honour,  I  should  despise  myself 
were  I  to  doubt  it ;  if  she’s  gone  to  old  Davy  I  don't 
care  how  soon  I  follow  her  ;  for,  like  the  poor  galley  slave 
who  so  oft  rais’d  our  feelings  to  high  water  mark,  in  cap¬ 
tivity*  I  fear  she  died  broken-hearted. 

EDMUND. 

Poor  fellow !  how  much  at  that  period  his  fate  resem¬ 
bled  ours  !  His  melancholy  ditty  still  vibrates  on  my  ear  ! 

BALLAD. 

Oh!  think  on  my  fate!  once  I  freedom  enjoy'd 
Was  as  happy  as  happy  could  be! — 

But  Pleasure  is  fled! — even  hope  is  destroy'd ! 

A  Captive ,  alas!  on  the  sea! 

-I  was  ta'en  by  the  foe — ’ twas  the  fiat  of  Fate 
To  tear  me  from  her  l  adore! 

If  hen  thought  br  ings  to  mind  my  once  happy  state , 

I  sigh! — while  I  tug  at  the  oar. 

II. 

“  Hard ,  hard  is  my  fare! — oh  how  galling  my  chain  / 

“  My  life's  steer'd  by  misery's  chart ; 

“  And  though  ' gainst  my  tyrants  I  scorn  to  complain , 

“  Tears  gush  forth  to  ease  my  full  heart ; 

“  I  disdain  e'en  to  shrink ,  tho'  I  feel  the  sharp  lash  ; 

“  Yet  my  breast  bleeds  for  her  I  adore! 

“  While  around  me  the  unfeeling  billows  will  dash , 

“  I  sigh ! — and  still  tug  at  the  oar." 

III. 

How  Fortune  deceives ! — I  had  pleasure  in  tow 9 
The  port  where  she  dwelt ,  we'd  in  view ; 

But  the  wish'd  nuptial  momn  was  o'erclouded  with  woe , 

Andy  dear  Anna!  I  was  hurried  from  you! 
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Our  shallop  was  hoarded ,  and  I  borne  away, 

To  behold  my  dear  Anna  no  more  ! 

But  despair  wastes  my  spirits,  my  form  feels  decay  ! 

He  sigh'd! — and  expir'd  at  the  oar / 

[Exit. 


SCENE  III. 

A  Gothic  Hall  in  the  Baron’s  Castle . 

Enter  Theodore,  much  agitated. 

THEODORE. 

Time  strides  with  rapid  step  to  the  period  that  must 
discover  me!  so  dreadful  seems  this  summons  to  my  trial, 
that  I  cannot  even  conjure  up  a  phantom  of  defence! — 
What  if  I  abandon  the  castle? — my  fortune’s  then  for 
ever  marr’d: — Louisa  too  ! — I  must  lose  her — are  there 
no  means  ? 

Page,  without. 

No.  I  can’t  indeed,  upon  my  word. 

THEODORE. 

Umph  ! — the  Page!  He’s  a  rival  in  the  favours  of  my 
Lord,  and  time  may  make  him  dangerous! — he  little 
dreams  my  arts  drove  hence  his  prudish  mother,  whom  I 
will  persecute  ’till — 

Enter  Page. 

PAGE. 

Ah,  Theodore!  you  can’t  think  how  tired  I  be!  we 
had  not  a  single  bait  the  whole  way;  I  declare  now,  if 
you’ll  believe  me,  my  poor  little  nag  is  quite  knock’d  up! 

THEODORE. 

I’ve  often  wish’d  to  ruin  this  pert  boy — the  means  occur 
an  accusation  strongly  laid,  ’tis  hard  for  innocence  to 
exculpate  itself. 

[Aside  and  Exit. 
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PAGE. 

Umph,  Mr.  Gruff-cap! — you’re  quite  sulky  to-day  • 
feggs !  who  cares? — My  poor  mother  told  me  he  was  no 
friend!  Bless  me!  if  1  hadn’t  quite  forgot  her  letter !  How 
pleas’d  I  was  when  my  Lady  gave  me  enough  to  send! 
though  I  never  told  her  what  it  was  for ;  ( reads  the  letter 
in  dumb  shew ,  often  kissing  it)  Ah!  now,  mother — you’re 
too  kind — you  always  loved  me,  and  gave  me  money  when 
you  had  it,  and  sure  I  ought  to  do  the  same ! — when  I 
grow  up  and  am  rich,  I’ll  give  you  enough  to  buy  a  house 
of  your  own  to  live  in;  and  then  no  surly  fellow  dare  turn 
you  out;  and  I  hope  that  won’t  be  long  first,  for  I’m  as 
big  again  as  when  I  left  home. 

BALLAD. 

When  a  little  merry  he. 

My  mother  nurs'd  me  on  her  knee , 

Smiles  and  kisses  she  gave,  with  joy. 

And  call'd  me  oft  her  darling  boy  : 

School-boy' s  pranks,  as  big  I  grew, 

I  liked  ;  but  liked  my  lessons  too  ; 

Frowns  or  whippings  I  seldom  got , 

And  sometimes  praises  were  my  lot . 

Soon  my  Lord  receiv'd  me  here, 

Fine  clothes  he  gave  and  dainty  cheer  ; 

Lords  and  Ladies  me  much  carest : 

But  still  I  love  my  mother  best ; 

For  when  a  little,  dfc. 

I  never  do  think  of  mother  but  I  wish  myself  with  her 
again! — Heigho! — it’s  pity  I’m  so  sleepy; — no  matter — 
I’ll. take  my  nap  here,  in  this  arm  chair;  ecod!  for  all  die 
world  like  an  alderman  after  dinner — must  have  one  more 
peep  at  my  letter  tho’— Heigho!  (reading  the  letter  drops 
asleep.) 

Enter  Will  Steady, 

A  little  elevated,  a  flask  bottle  in  his  hand. 

WILL. 

So,  Steady! — I’ve  left  my  commander  abaft,  to  heave  a- 
head  whenever  the  fit  takes — and  shall  crowd  canvas,  to- 
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wards  the  cabin  of  my  sweet  Sally !  — Heigho  !  ( drinks  and 
sighs )  here’s  to  our  merry  meeting!  his  honour,  and  I, 
were  long  buffetted  about  before  we  fell  in  with  good  luck! 
— but  this  prize  on  our  return  has  set  all  afloat  again — a 
twin  pair  of  pretty  purses,  well  lined,  have  I  secur’d  to 
throw  into  Sal’s  lap  when  I  salute  her — eh  !  ( seeing  Page ) 
— safe  stow’d,  little  one? — quite  a  calm,  and  snug  in  your 
hammock  !  ( Takes  up  the  letter.)  —  His  sailing  orders,  may¬ 
hap? — mayn’t  be  able  to  drop  down  to  safe  moorings  if  he 
loses  this  tide! — Yeo,  ho!  No,  I’ll  not  pipe  all  hands 
neither,  till  I’ve  overhaul’d  his  warrant — here  goes — 
(Reads) — “My  dear  child,  Your  uncle,  who  is  better  at 
“  his  pen  than  I,  at  my  request  writes  you  this,” — Umph  ! 
— “  Excuse  the  tears  that  have  blo‘ted  the  paper.  Provi- 
“  dence  enabled  you  to  assist  me  in  the  hour  of  adversity, — 
“  Heaven  will  reward  you — accept  a  mother’s  blessing. — ” 
I’ve  read  enough — avast!  —  never  felt  such  a  kind  of  choak- 
ing  before  ! — nor  my  eyes  half  so  moist  all  the  foul  weather 
I’ve  seen — poor  lad!  ’Sdeath!  I’ve  but  a  paltry  kind  of 
heart,  when  a  child’s  charity  makes  it  heave  so  ! — if  he  were 
mine,  I’d  give — Here’ll  be  plenty  for  Sal  and  I !  ( takes  out 
a  purse )  so,  ecod  I’ll  make  a  good  use  of  t’other,  (puts  the 
other  in  the  Page's  pocket )  and  when  you  wake  and  over¬ 
haul  your  lockers,  think  Providence  will  never  let  filial 
affection  founder,  or  a  good  deed  go  unrewarded.  Well, 
doing  as  one  likes  makes  a  body  devilish  good  humoured! 
I’m  now  so  merry  ! — I  could  jig  it  till  the  forecastle  shook 
again  !  let  me  but  come  alongside  Sal,  a  few'  old  messmates 
in  our  wake,  and,  damme!  I’d  enjoy  this,  as  if  it  were  my 
wedding  day. 

SONG. 

When  seated  with  Sal ,  all  my  messmates  around ! 

Fal  de  ral  de  ral  de  ri  do ! 

The  glasses  shall  jingle,  the  joke  shall  go  round  ; 

With  a  bumper  l  then  here's  to  ye  boy , 

Come  Lass  a  buss,  my  cargo’s  joy, 

Here  Tom  be  merry,  drink  about, 

If  the  sea  were  grog  we'd  see  it  out, 

For  we're  met  here  to  be  jolly,  jolly  boys  f 
For  we're  met  here  to  be  jolty. 
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(  It. 

Strike  irp  the  f  (Idles,  Dick  ;  girl  g?s  your  hand , 

Fal  de  ral,  fyc. 

Take  partners ,  odzooks,  ne'er  shill y  shally  stand, 

Lead  up,  cast  down,  and  hands  across, 

Now  lads  another  noggin  loss — 

Here's  the  commander  I  love  most, 

Join,  messmates  in  my  loyal  toast, 

The  King.  ( drinks)  We  have  met,  Sfc. 

III. 

In  glee ,  gig  and  merriment,  the  moments  jly, 

Fal  de  ral,  Sfc. 

While  Bacchus's  bumpers  brighten  friendship's  eye, 

Oh,  damme ,  old  one ,  tip's  your  hand, 

Will's  service  ever  pray  command. 

' Tis  pastime,  pleasure,  joy,  delight  f 
Another  glass  and  then  good  night. — 

( Wives  and  Sweethearts)  For  we're,  &c. 

[ Exit . 

The  Scene  closes. 


SCENE  IV. 

A  view  near  the  Castle. 

Enter  Sally. 

Sally. 

I’m  ready  to  sink  with  walking  so  lar  1  but  my  mind 
would  not  bide  at  ease  ’till  I  see  my  poor  boy  !  he  has  been 
my  only  comfort  since  his  father  left  me!  and  Theodores 
cruelty  has  driven  me  at  a  distance  these  three  years  !  ’twas 
on  his  account,  I  learn,  my  landlord  distress’d  me  so  for  my 
rent!  all  because  I  wou’du’t  listen  to  his  wicked  wishes. 
No,  William,  though  I  should  never  see  you  again,  will  I 
ever  hearken  to  another;  you  were  my  first  love,  and  I  11 
ne’er  abide  the  thoughts  of  a  second!  How  oft  have  we,  in 
our  days  of  courtship,  met  on  this  very  spot!  and  when  he 
was  away,  how  I’d  wander  here,  listening  to  the  village 
minstrel’s  roundelay! 
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SONG. 

How  sweet  when  the  silver  moon  is  blinking, 

Through  meads  to  wander ,  slow  and  mute  j 

And ,  of  some  absent  lover  thinking , 

Listen  to  the  tender  lute  : 

Or  at  the  jocund  dawn  of  day. 

When  feather'd  choirs  are  singing ,  O  ! 

And  sprightly  sounds  the  sportive  lay , 

And  village  bells  are  ringing,  O  ! 

To  merry,  merry  strain  to  dance  and  play , 

And  over  the  greensward  trip  away. 

II. 

While  the  love-lorn  maid  is  fondly  sighing, 

Let  music  soft  her  ears  assail ; 

In  plaintive  murmurs,  breezes  dying, 

Listen  to  the  tender  tale  : 

Or,  at  the  jocund,  Sfc. 

[  Retires  up  the  stage. 

Enter  Will  Steady. 

Will. 

Tol  de  rol  lol !  how  cheerful  acting  right  makes  a  body ! — 
my  heart  never  was  puff’d  onward  to  pleasure  with  so 
gratifying  a  gale  since  I  left  my  own  little  cabin — eh  !  a 
tight  wench ! — I  wish  she’d  tack  about,  and  let’s  take  a 
peep  at  her  stem  as  well  as  her  stern - 

SALLY. 

I  tremble  to  be  seen  at  the  castle,  for  fear  of  that  wicked 
Theodore  !  ( crosses  the  stage ) 

WILL. 

What  tack  and  tack !  well,  if  the  wind’s  in  that  quarter 

let’s  see  if - (She  turns  round ,  screams  and  faints.) 

Zounds  I  this  day’s  to  start  the  timbers  of  my  heart !  it 
never  thump’d  so  hard  against  my  ribs  in  its  life  before  ! 
- Sally  ! 

SALLY. 

William! — it’s  surely  a  dream! — I  can’t  believe  my 
senses ! 
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WILL. 

And  I’m  quite  out  of  mind — with  joy:  well,  and  how 
are  you? — where’s  little — have  I — eh  Sally?-— stop  my 
breath  with  kisses,  and  then  pump  fresh  life  into  me,  by 
saying  the  lad’s  like  his  father— have  I  still  a  boy,  Sal  ?— 
is  he— eh? 

SALLY. 

You  have.— Oh  William !— I’m  too  overjoyed  to  speak ! 

WILL. 

Then  I’ll  e’en  seal  your  lips  ’till  you’re  no  longer  tongue- 
tied— (fosses  her)— well  and  how  have  you  done  ?— 
where  is  my  little  cock-boat  ? 

SALLY. 

Your  child’s  at  the  Castle — the  Baron  met  him  one 
evening  near  the  old  cottage,  (which  lost  all  its  comfort 
when  you  left  it,)  ask’d  several  questions,  and  was  so 
pleas’d  with  the  boy’s  answers,  that  he  has  been  in  his 
family  ever  since  ;  but  cruelty  drove  me  from  him.  Dis¬ 
tress  followed,  and  to  his  duty  and  affection  I  owe— — 

WILL. 

What ! — well  was  ever  such  a— we’ll  steer  to  the  Castle 
directly— I  long  to— Sal,  here’s  a  heavy  purse  to  make 
your  heart  light— ’gad !  I’m  so  happy!  I  could — we’ll 
be  the  envy  of  the  whole  hamlet — no  neighbour  shall  want 
his  whistle  wetting ! — but  did  your  thoughts  never  lose 
sight  of  a  body,  all  the  time  I  was  gone  ? 

SALLY. 

Bid  your’s  of  me  ? 


DUET . 

WILL. 

Since  we  parted,  dear  girl,  were  you  constant  and  true  ? 


18 


THE  purse;  or, 


SALLY. 

Did  you  ne'er  forget  Sal,  since  she  bade  you  adieu  ' 

WILL. 

No  thought  but  of  you,  e'er  could  comfort  impart: 

SALLY. 

And  your  image  has  dwelt  ever  since  in  my  heart. 

WILL. 

But  happy  once  more  in  each  other-— fate  smiling,-— 

SALLY. 

And  peace,  love,  and  plenty,  the  moments  beguiling  : 

BOTH. 

We'll  dance,  and  sing  fal,  de,  ral,  la,  lal,  lal ,  la  l 
While  the  fiddles  strike  up  and  the  village  is  gay . 

SALLY. 

•  >  ’ 

“  Each  eve  ivhen  our  villagers  all  were  at  rest, 

“  Awake,  thoughts  of  thee  often  tortur'd  my.  breast ; 

WILL. 

**  On  deck  keeping  watch,  or  when  chain'd  out  of  view, 
“  I  never ,  no  never,  could  think  but  of  you: 

“  But  happy,  Sfc.  8fc  ” 


BOTH. 

Our  love  has  been  mutual,  our  sujf  'rings  the  same. 
We  ask  not  for  honours,  for  grandeur,  or  fame  ; 

But  our  snug  little  cot, — for  a  friend's  face  it  wears, 
Where  Providence  kindly  may  bless  us  for  years  ; 
And  happy,  §c. 


« 
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SCENE  V. 

Ah  Apartment  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  Baron  and  Theodore. 


baron. 

How  ! — guilty  of  theft ! — I  am  astonish’d  ! 


THEODORE. 


And  so  was  I,  my  Lord  ;  but  missing  considerable  sums, 
and  finding  this  letter  from  his  mother — 

BARON. 

His  mother!  (looks  at  the  letter) — to  relieve  a  parent!*— 
such  an  act  might  mitigate  the  crime — where  is  he? 


Here,  my  Lord. 


THEODORE. 


Enter  Page. 


page  (singing.) 

“  Lords  and  ladies  me  much  carest, 

“  But  still  I  love  7ny  mother  best.” 

My  Lord,  I  beg  your  pardon:  but  indeed  I  did  not  see 
you. 

BARON. 

Pray,  my  generous  youth,  who  furnishes  you  with  means 
to  make  these  presents  to  your  mother  ? 

•  i  •  1  -  •  '  .  ■  \ 

PAGE. 

Why;  my  Lord,  you  know  you  are  very  kind  to  me ; 
and  my  Lady,  she’s  so  good— 

;  *  4 

BARON. 

A  crime  I  detest  to  mention  gives  the  means, ---are  you 


not- 


PAGE. 

What,  my  Lord?  you  frighten  me  ! 
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BARON. 

False  to  your  trust — a  thief ! — a  little  purloining  villain ! 
whom  I  have  cherished,  till,  serpent  like,  it  turns  to  sting 
its  preserver!— instant  confess,  if - 

PAGE. 

What  should  I  confess,  my  Lord  ? — -I  never  touch’d 
any  money,  but  what  you  and  my  Lady  gave  me,  and 
surely  there  was  no  harm — 

BARON. 

Let  him  be  search’d—  tho’  I  doubt  he  is  too  cunning  a 
practitioner,  to  carry  proofs  about  him — search  him, 
Theodore.— You  tremble,  villain  ! 

page. 

I  do  indeed,  my  Lord  ; — you  never  were  angry  with 
me  before,  and  I  always  tried  hard  not  to  deserve  it ; — 
your  suspicions  hurt  me  so  ! — — 

THEODORE. 

Those  suspicions  are  confirm’d— {shews  the  purse  he  has 
taken  from  the  Page's  pocket,')— behold,  my  Lord,  this  evi¬ 
dence  !— I  am  astonished!  sure  my  lucky  stars  are  now 
predominant !  {aside.) 


BARON. 

Ungrateful  child! — I  now  abandon  you - go  with 

your  wicked  mother— wander,  ’till  want  compel  you  to 
repentance  ;  or  avenging  justice  becomes  your  punisher— 
this  purse— your  mother’s  letter— are  such  proofs  ! - — 

PAGE. 

I  did  send  my  mother  a  little  money,  Sir,  else  they’d  ha* 
turn  d  her  out  of  doors— pray  forgive  me,  if  I  was  wrong! 
but  indeed  it  was  not  yours - 

THEODORE. 

No  whimpering,  boy ! — your  punishment’s  too  lenient— 
be  gone. 


• 

' 

* 


- 


' 


benevolent  tar. 


'n 


PAGE. 

I  don’t  know  who  could  have  put  it  in  my  pocket, 
Theodore!  nor  how  it  came  there— indeed  I  don’t— speak 
to  my  Lord,  for  me;  pray  do  ! — don’t  turn  me  away,  my 
Lord — you  ever  call’d  me  a  good  boy  ’till  now — I  never, 
never  did  such  a  wicked  thing  in  all  my  life — oh  dear  !  — 
don’t,  my  Lord — I — (sobs  bitterly  during  this  speech,  then 
bursts  into  a  jlood  of  tears.) 

THEODORE. 

Begone! — (to  Sei'vants  who  enter)-— turn  this  prating 
urchin  into  the  street— away  with  him— (they  seize  him.) 

PAGE. 

Don’t  be  so  cruel,  Theodore  ! — oh  dear !  oh  dear  !  my 
Lord  !  my  Lord  ! 

As  they  are  hurrying  him  off,  enter  Will  Steady. 

WILL. 

Avast !  sheer  off,  you  lubbers  ! — What’s  all  this? 

THEODORE. 

Some  ruffian  friend  to  rescue  him  !--- seize  him  and  his 
associate  instantly. 

WILL. 

Seize  him  !  look  ye,  my  fair-weather  spark!  I’ve  had 

too  much  rough  treatment  lately  to  take  to  it  kindly _ 

therefore  less  of  your  jawing  tacks— touch  him  if  you  dare 
— move  a  linger,  and,  damme  !  I’ll  snap  your  grappling 
irons  short  as  a  biscuit,  and  unship  every  head  rail  from 
larboard  to  starboard— What’s  amiss,  my  lad  ? 

THEODORE. 

He  has  committed  a  crime,  none  but  a  villain  would 
protect  him  in— theft! — this  purse!  this  evidence  of  guilt! 
was  found  upon  him  ! 

WILL, 

Yes,  and  that  purse  was  mine — I  popp’d  it  in  his  pocket 
— another  word,  and  this  oak  sapling  swabs  the  decks  of 
you*-  ^  our  honour,  I  ax  pardon,  (to  the  Baron)  but 
here’s  one  astern  can  testify  this  purse  belong’d  to  me-1- 
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(matching  it  from  Theodore,  given  it  to  Page) — there,  my 
Lad,  it  is  again— and  better  disposed  of  than  e’er  a  one 
ever  passed  through  your  fingers.  (To  Theodore.) 

Enter  Edmund  and  Sally. 

Sally  runs  to  the  Page-— is  going  to  embrace  him— Will 

catches  him  in  his  arms. 

4 

ARON. 

Amazement !  my  son  r  ( Embraces  Edmund) 

WILL. 

And  my  son  !  damme  !  I’m  as  proud  of  my  progeny,  as 
the  first  in  the  land,  (heavens  bless  ’em !)  can  be  of  their’s ! 
— and  what  have  you  got  to  say  for  yourself,  Mr.  Down- 
in- the- Mouth  ? 


THEODORE. 

Shame  overwhelms  me !  my  Lord,  with  grief  and  con¬ 
trition  I  confess  my  guilt ;  gaming,  the  seducing  origin  of 
various  crimes,  instigated  me  to  appropriate  vast  sums, 
your  property,  to  a  use,  has  brought  destruction  on  me  ! 
- but  if  a  life  of  atonement - 

BARON. 

Theodore,  I  tremble  to  reflect  on  thy  deceit - plunder 

your  patron  !  and  expiate  that  crime  by  injuring  the  harm¬ 
less  and  the  innocent!- - but  peculation  punishes  it¬ 

self— the  widow’s  curse,  and  the  orphan’s  tear  wound 
deep!— e’en  sincere  repentance,  scarce  can  expiate  the 
crime,  which  avarice,  injustice,  and  ingratitude,  serve  but 
as  vassals  to— for  ever  quit  my  sight — 

WILL. 

That’s  hearty,  your  Honour !— clear  the  gangway- 
shoot  a-head— for  damme!  I  hate  villany  too  much,  even 
to  be  present  at  its  punishment. 

PAGE. 

Though  Theodore  has  been  bad,  my  Lord,  if  you’d  for¬ 
give  him,  perhaps  he’d  mend,  and  love  and  thank  you 
for  it. 
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WILL. 

A  true  chip  of  the  old  block,  damme  !  can  freely  pardon 

an  injury  and  clap  resentment  under  hatches  ! - Well, 

friend  Down-in-the-Mouth,  you’ll  not  be  brought  to  a 
court-martial  this  bout ;  but  take  a  tar’s  advice,  use  the 
rudder  of  honesty  instead  of  deceit,  and  then  you’ll  steer 
clear  of  the  shoals  of  punishment,  and  quicksands  of  dis- 

grace.- - (turns  to  Edmund)  I  told  you,  your  Honour, 

I  should  pilot  you  into  smooth  water  at  last. 

EDMUND. 

Thank  ye:— Father,  I  entreat  you’ll  take  this  worthy 
fellow  under  your  protection — together  we  were  captives— 
and  together  we  obtain’d  our  liberty ;  he  was  my  guardian 
in  the  hour  of  danger,  and - 

WILL. 

Avast !  that’s  the  only  time  to  try  what  timbers  a  ves¬ 
sel’s  made  of— an’t  it? — no  compliments— I’d  as  leave  be 
set  to  tease  oakum  all  my  life  as  hear  ’em. 

baron.  ^ 

Edmund,  your  return  overpowers  me  with  pleasure  !  the 
occurrences  of  these  last  few  moments  will  never  be  obli¬ 
terated  ! — Louisa’s  presence  soon  shall  crown  our  joys,  and 
your  humble  friend,  find  ever  here,  a  cheerful  home. 

WILL. 

Thank  your  honour,  but  you  must  find  a  home,  too,  for 
Sal !  She  and  I  don’t  mean  to  sleep  in  separate  hammocks 
again,  ’till  we  launch  another  little— eh,  Sal?  (kisses  hert 
then  catches  up  the  Page )  oh  !  you  young  dog  I  I  never  was 
so  happy  in  my  life ! 

SALLY. 

Nor  I  either,  I’m  sure,  William ! 

BARON. 

The  happiness  you  boast,  I  trust,  is  here  universal,  and 
no  one  present  disappointed,  but  him,  whose  vices,  though 
they  merit  opprobrium  and  contempt,  yet  attended  by  con¬ 
trition,  may  excite  our  pity,  when  justice  dooms  the 
punishment ! 
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EDMUND. 

But  danger  s  o'er! 

Grief  no  more 
Shall  with  frowns  appear  ! 

But  mirth  and  glee 

the  year. 

CHORUS. 

Our ,  <Sfc. 

EDMUND. 

By  the  will  of  fate, 

Joy  and  grief  await 
Mortars  varied  state  ; 

Now  sunk  with  sorrow,  now  with  mirth  elate  ! 
But  danger,  &;c. 

WILL. 

A  stave  PH  troll, 

Round  the  sparkling  bowl, 

To  my  lovely  Sail 

SALLY. 

While  fond  affection  glads  thy  honest  soul ! 

WILL. 

We'll  hence  be  gay  ; 

SALLY. 

Each  month  be  May  : 

WILL. 

No  stot'ms  annoy — 

SALLY. 

Our  future  joy  ; 

BOTH. 

All  danger's  o'er,  §c. 

CHORUS. 

All  danger's  o'er,  fyc. 

THE  END. 


Merrily 
Ever  crown 


J.  G.  Barnard,  Skinner  Street,  London. 


*.  • 


I 


